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BILL CURRIN, Like Most of the
Other Independent Tobacco
Experts, Smokes Luckies
Mr. Smoker: You say most of these
tobacco experts smoke Luckies?
Mr. Lucky Strike: Yes, 2 to 1 over
all other brands combined. Sworn rec
ords prove it.
Mr. Smoker: How many of these ex
perts work for you?
Mr. L. S.: Not one! They're all inde
pendent tobacco men. Auctioneers,
buyers, warehousemen.
Mr. Smoker: Are these men the best
judges of tobacco?
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Mr. L. S.: You bet they are! Just for
example, there's Bill Currin. He's been
an auctioneer for 16 years, and has
sold millions of pounds of tobacco.
Mr. Smoker: And Currin smokes
Luckies?
Mr. L. S.: Yes—and has for 15 years.
Not only for their fine tobacco, but
because of the "Toasting" process.
Mr. Smoker: What does that do?
Mr. L. S.: It takes out certain harsh
irritants found in all tobacco — makes
Luckies a light smoke, easy on the
throat.
M .« Smoker: That sounds good to me.
I'll try them.
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EASY ON YOUR THROAT— BECAUSE "ITS TOASTED"

h

WITH MEN WHO KNOW
TOBACCO BEST- 4
IT'S LUCKIES

2 TO 1

Copyright Ht'.y. The Anwfcan Tobacco Company
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David McDowell, Esq., Editor
Kenyon College
Gambier, Ohio
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This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers.
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyon will
be appreciated. We will not assume responsibility for or
necessarily agree with statements made in this department.

Dear Sir:
I was pleasantly surprised to hear that
HIKA will be with us again this year. I
have spent many enjoyable hours brow
sing through the pages, picking out the
articles I liked and re-reading them many
times.
It seemed to me, however, that the
magazine had a definite decline in quali
ty last year. I think the chief reason for
this was a lack of interest on the part of
the student body. The variety of articles,
feature and stories became rather monotonous—every month the same type of
feature, the same style of writing. It is
true that a great number of the selec
tions were very interesting, but the gen
eral make-up of the magazine had a
tendency to push these articles into the
background. There was rarely anything
new and different" to hold one's at
tention.
This leads me up to the suggestion
that I should like to make. I do not
know what your plans may1 be for this
year, but may I recommend that you
print more student contributions; that
is, if you can arouse the enthusiasm of
the student body enough to gain such
contributions. I do not mean that you
should use merely student-written short
stories and poems, but interesting es
says and feature articles. Nor do I mean
that the whole magazine should be filled
with a miscellaneous assortment of con
tributions, but I feel sure that with the
new staff, and a new enthusiasm it
should not be too difficult to put out a
well balanced magazine and still incor
porate quite a few student works.
Good luck!
Bob Aho '39
Sir:
News has reached me that the HIKA
will be published again this year and I
wish to express in this way my personal
sppi eciation to those who are carrying
°n this good work.

In the past HIKA has always filled
an important purpose on the Hill and
will continue to do so. It furnishes an
outlet for student literary endeavors
which would otherwise never see the
light of day. It is impossible to estimate
the value of HIKA when one measures
it in terms of success; success to bud
ding and hopeful authors of the coming
generation.

In

THE NEXT HIKA :
An erticle on
Kenyon Tradition
by Jack Barlow
and
"The Rape of the Lock"
An interesting short story
by Jack Thompson

Advance reports indicate that the
1938-39 HIKA will be bigger and better
than ever before, and I assure you that
we students are anxiously awaiting the
first issue. During the last several years
HIKA has to a certain extent fallen into
a rut, and a new staff with renewed
enthusiasm gives promise of sending it
to new heights.
I would like to make this suggestion:
that HIKA improve the quality of its
covers. No matter how attractive the
contents may be, you must remember
that we get our first impression of the
magazine when we see the cover.
Trusting that the new HIKA staff will
bring HIKA up to our fondest expecta
tions for a red-letter year in Kenyon
publications, I remain your loyal reader,
Robert M. Miller '39

Dear Sir:
The KENYON REVIEW is a quar
terly of arts and letters, and its first
issue, dated January, will be on the
stands and in the mails in early
December.
The Review is amply financed by
friends of the College, and will be a
source of pride to Kenyon men. It
will not be a publication devoted to
local news and local writers, but
will be professional and national in
its scope. It is edited from the campus, but among its Advisory Editors
at a distance are gentlemen with
national and international reputa
tions. Its Advisory Editors are R. P.
Blackmur, Paul Rosenfeld, Roberta
Teale Swartz, Allen Tate, Philip
Timberlake, Mark Van Doren, and
Eliseo Vivas. It will pay best market
rates for its essays, poems, and book
reviews.
Since the passing of such brilliant
periodicals as the DIAL, and
HOUND AND HORN, there has
been no quarterly in America de
voted exclusively to the arts. KENYON REVIEW will undertake to fill
this vacancy.
It may prove within a few years
that the first files will be extremely
valuable, and Kenyon men will
probably want to keep a complete
file from the beginning. The sub
scription price is $2.00 per year.
Yours sincerely,
John Crowe Ransom, Editor
Philip Blair Rice, Managing Ed.
Norman Johnson, Secretary

L. c. PENN

"Say It With Flowers"

Everything For the Musician

PHONE 895

MT. VERNON

SHARP'S

HECKLER'S

JEAN VAL DEAN PATH CAFE

Mount Vernon's Metropolis

We Specialize in Steaks and Short Orders

2 — DRUG STORES — 2
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discard them quickly for new ones. His most am
EZRA POUND writes on Education for us as our
bitious and certainly his most important work is his
guest contributor this issue. Ezra Pound is beyond a
yet
unfinished Cantos which is, as Untermeyer says,
doubt one of the first literary figures living today. Born
"complex
and frugal in structure, bewilderingly time
in Idaho in 1885 and educated in a rather miscellaneous
less
in
dimension."
It is probable too that Pound's rep
fashion at Pennsylvania and Hamilton, Pound made
utation
as
a
major
poet will depend upon the success
some attempts to embark upon a career in teaching in
and recognition of this work
this country. However, not
when it is finished.
withstanding the fact that he
is, as Louis Untermeyer
BRUCE BARNES writes
points out, "a born educator,"
on a subject he should know
his efforts in this field were
about: tennis, and especially
unsuccessful. He went to Eu
tennis at Kenyon. As all the
rope in 1907 and after a year
readers must realize, we
of travel and writing ended
were extremely fortunate to
up in England where his Perhave Bruce here last spring
sonae (1909) made a definite
as tennis coach; besides be
impression on the critics, al
ing National Open Champion
though at that time he was a
in both singles and doubles,
complete stranger. After the
and holding countless other
publication of Personae and
honors, he is perhaps the
Exultations (1909), Pound
A National Quarterly
most respected professional
settled down in London and
in America. HIKA hopes to
occupied himself for more
Of Arts and Letters
have more articles of like in
than ten years with trans
terest and value.
lating, lecturing on the arts,
Published at Gambier Ohio
writing poetry and contrib
PRESIDENT CHALuting to the Fortnightly Re
MER'S article will be of
view, The Dial, and Poetry.
great interest to all of our
Part of the tremendous in
readers. In it not only does
First Issue Will Appear
fluence he has exercised on
he give his ideas about Ken
modern letters has come
yon education, but also why
Early in December
through his efforts in the in
Kenyon and the liberal arts
terests of a new poetry, and
college are under obligation
he has continually identified
to continue operation not
himself with new groups. It
withstanding present nation
Subscribe Now
was greatly due to his efforts
al difficulty and world un
that the Imagists emerged as
rest.
a school, for not only did he
HUGH LAWRENCE
invent the word Imagisme,
whose
name is a familiar one
but he also collected poems
to
all
HIKA readers, writes
illustrating the Imagist point
another
fine
story
for
us.
"This
one"
he says, "is more
of view and in 1914 edited the anthology, Des Imaor less an experiment," and we feel that it is in the
gistes. Tired of England, he went to Paris in 1920
right direction. Mr. Lawrence in his capacity as staff
where he continued to write and influence. And
tired of France after four years, he moved to Rapallo
writer will contribute frequently in the future.
on the Italian Riviera where he has lived ever since,
writing on his major work, the Cantos, and infrequent
PETER HILLSMAN TAYLOR, of Memphis, Tenn
ly for magazines.
essee, comes to Kenyon after two years of study and
writing at Vanderbilt University and Southwestern
"Pound as a pioneer in new forms has helped to
(Memphis). He has written for college and local pub
broaden many of the paths which a score of uncon
lications in Tennessee and was also on the staff of that
sciously influenced poets tread," says Louis Unter
excellent little magazine River, which was published
meyer. "However he is too special and too intellectual
at Oxford, Miss. He too will appear in the future.
to achieve popularity himself." He is a personality and
(Continued on page 16)
a bundle of enthusiasms, starting movements only to
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The Lady Is Civilized
Peter Hillsman Taylor
The rain was beating murderously down on the
black shingles of every farm house and on the cotton,
tomato, strawberry fields in Gibson County. The rain
was pounding on the muddy Forked Deer River a
mile from the present site of Port Gibson. The rain
was beating murderously on the slick shingles of every
house top, on the scorched grass of every yard and the
dried vegetables of every garden in the dark town.
Every church in town had been praying for rain all
through July. And everybody that prayed in private
had prayed for rain at his bedside. There had been spe
cial meetings in the country churches and in the town
"nigger churches to pray for rain; but the white
churches in Port Gibson felt that the regular Sunday
and Wednesday night prayers were as much as could
be expected of them. The town white folks said that
since they weren't dependent on the crops they
couldn't be expected to pray as often as the farmers
and the town niggers all of whom had cotton or to
mato or strawberry patches in their back yards.
But the rain was beating down murderously on
the gardens and patches in the town. It wasn't the
friendly, slow, constant rain they had prayed for. It
was a hard, flaying, murderous rain. It was the kind
that beats the turnip greens to pieces and washes the
plants up from the ground.
Yet, of course, it was better than no rain at all.
Everyone agreed to this, and everyone said so to
everyone else. This cloud burst had been coming
down for only an hour, but there was only one person
in Port Gibson who had not said that it was a shame
it had to be this kind of rain or that after all it was
better than nothing.
The rain was beating murderously on the grass
and on the green roof. Because there was no wind, it
was not beating on the window pane. Inside the white,
remodeled house with the green roof and the new
white pillars across its front, Beatrice Gray sat knit
ting beneath a white ceiling fan. All the windows and
shades of the white room had been down all day.
Beatrice said she was keeping the hot air out. So, sit
ting there on the chaise lounge beneath the ceiling
fan, she hadn't known when the rain started. She had
not realized that the temperature had changed. She
often boasted that she didn't care what the weather
did, that she could always keep perfectly comfortable
in the privacy of her home.
The electric clock on the new Italian marble man
telpiece chimed hurriedly that it was eleven o'clock.
She dropped the knitting in her lap, rested her head
October 1938

on the chair back, and looked at the face of the clock.
The second hand spun round and round and her eyes
followed its revolution seven times. Then her eyes
lifted to the portrait hanging above the marble mantel.
She gazed at the picture she had recently had painted
from the old photograph of her father. The portrait
was just like that photograph; except, of course, she
had asked Mr. Guiozeppe if he didn't think it would
be nicer to put a tie on the old gentleman. And Mr.
Guiozeppe had very definitely thought so. Yes, she
gazed at the portrait and thought not of her father but
of what an astutely correct picture it was. After all
she had rather have it than the ludicrous thing his
cousin Lucius Price had done of him in his grey uni
form—the one out at her sister's, in the old house.
Hers was much better. It was just like the photograph.
She thought how nice it was to have everything
she wanted; how fortunate it was that her father
had been such a friend of Mr. West and how nice it
was that Mr. West had picked her out of the three
daughters to befriend in his last years and to leave
his fortune to. She thought of those last years of
his life.
She remembered there had been one white letter in
the black mail box. She took it out and saw that it
was for her and that it was from Mr. C. Ely West, W.
63rd Street, New York City. She showed it to Ernest
who was leaving for the office and he asked if it wasn't
that old bachelor friend of her father who was such a
roue. She said that it was, and Tommy or Mettie, one,
said that they had never heard grandfather mention
his name before he died. And Ernest winked at his
wife. He kissed her goodbye and he and the children
started off to work and to school.
Beatrice had sat down on the swing on the little
square front porch that had been there before Mr.
West died and she had had the house remodeled. She
opened the letter and read the big writing of the old
man.
The letter had said that since Mr. West had no re
lations of his own to go back to and be near in his old
age, he was going to come back and be near .the child
ren of his dead friend.
And two weeks later Mr. C. Ely West had arrived
on the midnight in Port Gibson.
The great light of the locomotive made Beatrice
hide her eyes behind her white leather purse. The
midnight train came whistling and puffing around the
bend. It slowed up jerkily and noisily before the
station with the one bare light over the doorway. A
5

porter climbed off the last car and another handed
him down three bags. And a man in a grey checked
suit and a derby stepped down on the white gravel and
greeted his friend's three daughters and their hus
bands. His voice was loud and northern, and he had
said a lot before the train began to jerk out of the
station. When the black locomotive had disappeared
and they started for the cars, Beatrice had decided
that she did not like him and had reminded herself
that he was a very rich man. She took his arm, which
he twice raised to twist his tiny dyed moustache, and
walked with him over the white gravel to her auto
mobile.
They drove him through the dark town, around the
court house square to the Mary Anne Hotel. Soon
after he had climbed off the train he had told them
that he would not stay at anyone's house and Beatrice
realized that Ely West did not intend to become a
member of anybody's family. He had not changed
since the last time she saw him. And he did not look
over fifty. Ernest said that he still had the fifty disease
along with the disease of the heart.
Mr. West spent his first day in Port Gibson with
Beatrice's sister Jane, out at the old house. The sec
ond day he spent with her sister Mettie over on
Church Street. And the third day Beatrice asked him
to come spend with her. There was so much about
old times to talk over. And Mr. West knew a lot of
fine things their father had done that he expected they
had never heard of.
The children were at school and Ernest had long
since left for the office. The house was clean and from
the sitting room Beatrice could hear Sana singing as
she clattered the breakfast dishes into the sink.
She looked out the open window and saw Mr. C.
Ely West strutting up the brick walk outside the iron
fence that surrounded the yard. He was whistling,
Sister, Take a Walk With Me." When he had closed
the iron gate behind him he stooped to pick a chestnut
burr off the grass. He was a young looking man, but
it was the careful stoop of an old man with a disease
of the heart.
Sana showed the strange man into the sitting room
and Beatrice rose from the platform rocker to shake
his hand and tell him how good it was to see him. Ely
West tossed his derby on the top of the folding bed
and wondered when he had seen one of those. Bea
trice said she thought it had belonged to Ernest's
grandmother, but Mr. West knew the bed wasn't that
old and he knew that Beatrice didn't think that it was.
She blushed a little when he confronted her with that.
Ely said it was the sweet blush of a school girl and
Beatrice asked him if he had ever seen the picture
album her father used to keep.
She took the metal-backed album from the lower
part of the desk and carried it to the leather couch
where her visitor sat. Sitting beside him she looked
at the outline of a rose scratched on the back and the
name "Thomas Harwood" in the lower left corner.
6

She opened the book to the first picture. It was her
mother dressed in light taffeta with a bustle, and a
saucy hat with primroses on it, leaning against an iron
gate. Mr. West said that she had hated him. Beatrice
turned the page. And there were she and Jane and
Mettie in the pony cart.
Mr. West took Beatrice's hand in his. He must
have felt it stiffen and then relax. For she looked at
his pouchy face, his dyed, twisted moustache, his big
round stomach. The feel of his moist hand on her
own sickened her. Then she thought of something
else and the future and the will of Mr. Ely West. And
she closed the album.
Sitting there in the redecorated sitting room be
neath the ceiling fan a hundred scenes were flashing
across the mind of Beatrice. Once she was sitting be
neath the chestnut tree with Ely. Then she was driv
ing over to Dyersburg with him to see an old friend
who they found had moved away. Again they would
be talking in the sitting room. Once they were down
at The Lake on the porch of the club house while the
others were out fishing. Then they were on the
Methodist picnic out at Pea Ridge. Sometimes the
children or Ernest were present, but never her sisters.
Then she saw the white, still snow that was on the
ground the Christmas Eve before Ely dropped dead
op the hotel porch. She saw him coming through the
iron gate with the package of presents under his arm.
She saw him distributing them before the Christmas
tree in the sitting room and then rubbing his moist,
wrinkled hands together before the fire and smiling
that self-satisfied smile. Then she saw him go out into
the gentle snow that had started falling. And clearest
of all was the last sight she ever had of him alive;
pushing through the gentle fall of snow, with his fur
collar turned up all around his ears and his derby al
most meeting it.
Before Ely had closed the iron gate Ernest had
sent the children off to bed. He waited while from
the sitting room window she watched the old bachelor
fade into the white speckled night. He seemed to
know just how long it would take Ely to get out of
sight. For when his wife could see the round figure
no longer and felt lost way out there in the snow some
where, he suddenly drew her back into the bright,
warm sitting room. He made her feel the presence of
that room and of himself more distinctly than she had
ever felt anything. He spoke one word to her. He
had spoken it many times before, but always in an af
fectionate, admiring tone. He had always seemed to
be caressing the word as much as herself. But he
spoke it now in a tone she had not known he was
capable of assuming. It was almost dramatic; as if he
had practiced saying it that way for years and years
just to get the right effect. He spoke in a deep, reson
ant voice and threw all of the force into the first syllable.
"Beatrice."
The sound of his voice in that room with the Christ
mas tree and the wrapping paper and the rocking
HIKA for

chairs and the clock with the swinging pendulum had
never died in her ears. Whenever she was in that
room and there was a silence, she could hear him
pronouncing her name as he did that night. No
matter how many people were in the room, if there
was a moment's silence and her mind wandered she
could hear him saying her name, putting all the em
phasis on that first "ee" sound. She had had the
room redecorated, the whole house redecorated, yet
she could still hear his saying it in that bright little
room on Christmas Eve.
"Beatrice."
She had whirled around and faced him, smiling
fixedly. Determined to tell him before he asked, she
produced the diamond pin that Ely had slipped into
her hand when he came in the door. She knew Ernest
had seen the bungling old man and she knew that at
last he suspected. She called Ely a timid old dear
and said she had never had an uncle be as good to
her. And Ernest just looked silently at the glittering
pin. He saw the green, yellow, and red lights on the
biggest Christmas tree they had ever had reflected in
the diamonds.
He turned his back to her and to the tree and
stared at the four black stockings that hung from the
wooden mantelpiece. He asked her if she loved Ely.
And so there was no use denying what had gone on.
She saw that he was not going to leave her, so she had
to make him know the truth; that C. Ely West was re
volting to her; that she had to be nice to him because
of the will. She had never cared for him. But for
all she could scream she could not make her voice
present in that room as his one word had been.
Then he said in such a quiet voice that she could
hardly hear him—for he still stared at the four black
stockings—that he believed her, that it had been that
that he had feared. He said he would not have minded
what she had done to him for the love of another man.
She didn't quite understand what he said, but it
was something to that effect. But anyway he went up
and tore his stocking down from the mantel and threw
it on the red coals in the grate and it blazed up. He
watched the blaze die down, and then he went up
stairs.
The next morning, of course, there was Ely's awful
death, and Ernest was tender and kind to Beatrice for
a month or so. But he never touched her and they
never talked when they were alone.
The second hand of the electric clock on the marble
mantel spun foolishly round and round, but the minute
and hour hands told Beatrice that it was a quarter
past eleven o'clock. And Ernest had not come home
from the office and Sarah had not come back to stay
with her till he got home.
Sarah had gone home after dinner to give Elijah
his dinner. She was supposed to come back and stay
with Beatrice, however, because when Ernest worked
at night on a case he was sometimes twelve or one
October 1938

o'clock getting home. But the rain had set in after
dinner, and nobody could have made it from nigger
town up to the Gray's house.
But Beatrice was not afraid. In her house she was
safe from the weather and the world. She was so un
afraid that she grew sleepy when she saw the time,
and she got up to go to bed.
She was leaning over her knitting bag putting her
knitting away when she heard the voice of a woman
somewhere outside calling her name. She straightened
up and listened, her head cocked to one side.
"M'ss Be-atrice! M'ss Be-atrice!" it called again. It
was Sarah's voice. Beatrice went to a front window
of the sitting room and looked out. Sarah waved to
her from a model T Ford whose motor was still run
ning.
"Have the do' op'n. I' comin' in."
Beatrice rushed into the hall, laughing. She knew
exactly what had happened. Sarah had gotten a ride
with someone but she was afraid to wait outside alone
while Beatrice came to the door, and Sarah didn't
want to pound on the door because Sarah would never
pound on a door again after that horrible night the
summer after Mr. West dropped dead.
Beatrice flung the door open and looked out into
the cold, hard, murderous rain. She gasped for breath.
The rain was falling just as it had that night last sum
mer. And then Sarah rushed in past her with the
newspaper over her kinky head. Beatrice nearly
fainted and she thought Sarah would have, if niggers
did faint.
It was so much like that night that neither of them
would look at the other, and Sarah ran straight back
to her room behind the kitchen. Beatrice sat down on
a little hall chair and thought about that night and all
that went with it. In her reflective mood she went
over the whole thing in her mind.
She recalled that morning when Sana came in to
get up the grocery list and said that Irvin had left her.
She said it so casually that Beatrice hardly noticed
what she had said. But when Irvin didn't come to
work the next two mornings, she asked Sana if he was
quitting his job and if she had better get someone else.
I gues y' had better, M'ss Be-atrice. They're sayin' he's lef' town. Ain't nobody seen him in three
days."
When Ernest came home that night he said from
behind his paper, on the front porch. "There's a lot
of funny talk going on about Irvin down town."
"Sana says they don't know where he is."
Ernest put his paper down and looked at Beatrice
over his reading glasses. "They're saying he's dead,
down town."
"What makes them think so?" she asked. She was
used to such rumors about niggers.
"That kind of talk's been going round nigger town
for two or three days. The sheriff thinks maybe there's
something in it. He came over to talk to me about it
today."
7

Beatrice looked up from her knitting. This was
the most talkative Ernest had been since Christmas.
"It seems," he continued, "that the sheriff himself
saw Irvin as he turned off the square 'bout eight
o'clock Monday night and Sana says he never came
home."
He sat up on the edge of his chair and whispered.
"But the sheriff says he was carrying a new skillet in
his hand, and he went down to see Sana last night and
there was a new skillet on the stove, and that Jake
Roberts was there with Sana. He thinks Jake's living
with Sana now."
Sarah, who was the house girl then, stepped out
on the porch and said that dinner was ready.
"I only told you, so that whatever happens won't
be such a shock to you," he added abruptly as they
went in to dinner. Beatrice understood that she was
not to think this little confidence meant he was going
to be like he had been before Mr. West came.
But a week went by and Sana quit mentioning
Irvin, and everybody knew she was living with Jake.
Jake quit his job and stayed around her house to an
swer questions that people came and asked.
The sun had beat down on Port Gibson without
rest during that July. The nigger churches were all
having special meetings to pray for rain and for Irvin
Thomas. One congregation offered to come over and
work his cotton patch for Sana. But she had thanked
them and the next morning set Jake Roberts to working the patch.
He finished working it about noon just when the
sky began to cloud up a little. It began drizzling about
two o'clock and rained a little off and on all afternoon.
Sana came in about seven o'clock and said that
Sarah had come home early and fed Elijah his supper
and was going back and do the dishes and stay with
Miss Beatrice while Mr. Ernest was at his office. The
rain started pouring down in a little while. It seemed
to get harded and harder. Everyone said it was a
cloud burst, but it lasted too long for that.
It poured and beat and poured until eleven o'clock.
Then it suddenly stopped short, without gradually
drizzling off the way rain does. Ernest had come
home earlier, so Sarah decided to try to make it to her
house before the rain started again. She took a news
paper with her and the jar of sweet pickles Eeatrice
had given her.
As Sarah turned off the square toward nigger town
a few drops of cool rain began to fall and she started
running. She decided that it would be shorter to cut
through the backs of the houses on Pierce Street and
go in the back way of her own house.
By the time she got in back of Aunt Easter Sellars'
old cabin the drops were falling steadily, so Sarah
hurried still faster over the fence stile into Sana
Thomas' cotton patch. The rain kept falling harder
and she was running against the rows of cotton. Sud
denly she stumbled over something. And she fell in
the mud there in Sana's cotton patch. She was wet
8

and dirty and tired and she reached for a cotton stalk
to raise herself up by. Her hand lit on human flesh.
She looked beside her and saw that she held in her
own brown hand a black foot and leg. Then she saw
the half burned head of Irvin Thomas. The rain was
beating fiercely down on her and on the parts of the
body.
Pulling her newspaper over her head, the soaked,
shaking little nigger headed back for Mr. Ernest's
house through all the murderous rain.
"M'st Ernest! M'st' Ernest!" came the desperate
cries to Beatrice's half sleeping ears. And there was
pounding, pounding, pounding on the wet front door.
She was down stairs in ten seconds and had flung the
door open. Sarah rushed in past her, still holding the
paper over her head, and threw herself at the feet of
Ernest, then standing at the foot of the stairs.
"I found Irvin Thomas," she wailed, "I found his
legs and his arms and his body and his haid in Sana's
cotton patch. All cut up! The rain, the rain's done
washed 'im up." And she lay there on the floor weaping and beating on the floor and praying while Ernest
went up stairs and put his clothes on over his pajamas.
And he went out in that rain and cranked the car and
drove to the sheriff's office.
The rain was beating murderously down on the
slick black shingles of Sana's* unpainted house. A
wind had blown up from the north and the hanging
baskets of Wandering Jew on Sana's porch were swing
ing in the wind. Sana's house was dark and there was
only the sound of the rain thumping on the roof.
Ernest and the sheriff and three other men hopped
out of the Ford with the black curtains. Ernest and
the sheriff ran up the wooden plank walk to the porch
with the hanging baskets. The three other men who
wore long, black rain coats and rain hats and carried
shovels trotted in the mud around the side of the
house. All of the men held great, strong flashlights
that shone through the thick falling rain.
"Sana Thomas, open this door in the name of the
law!" the sheriff called out in his robust voice. He
thought the rain would drown it out from the ears of
the neighbors. But the lights in all the houses in that
end of nigger town began to flicker on and off like
lightning bugs in the rain. And half-dressed niggers
swarmed the mud street beneath umbrellas and rain
coats and newspapers.
The latch on the thin door broke easily under the
pushing shoulders of the two white men. Ernest fell
forward and the ray of his light lit on a glazed two
color print of Judas Iscariot selling out to the chief
priests. He turned the light about the hall between
the two rooms of the house. It now lit on a glazed twocolor print of Judas hanging over a cliff from the
bough of a tree. He turned it still again and it lit on
the third print. This was Jesus forgiving the woman
taken in adultery.
(Continued on page 22)
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The College in 1938
By Gordon Keith Chalmers

The calamities of the past few
by the plan. However, at many points
months intensify Kenyon's obliga
the scheme can be improved, par
tion to the world at large. To cope
ticularly in order to relieve the hon
with wars, intolerance, unemploy
ours student of other course respon
ment, hunger, and industrial conflict
sibilities and to spread the benefits
we need to take immediate mea
of the plan to more students. A fac
sures. Even more, however, we need
ulty committee will start work on
to train for the years to come men
revision of the Honours Plan early
of general ability, a constant pro
this year.
cession of men informed about the
>»
In spite of heavy teaching loads
•':>> , •
world and human nature, trained to
and in many instances meager equip
iii
perceive motives and values and
ment, several members of the facul
disciplined both in intellect and inv
ty are pursuing research and original
i
agination. One might doubt if a
work in the sciences, social studies,
country with so many on relief and
and the humanities. This winter The
a world with so many under arms
Kenyon Review will make its ap
can afford a college of liberal studies.
pearance, a quarterly magazine de
¥ :
He will doubt it until he reflects
voted to letters and the arts. Profes
?
11
*
that men of understanding and coursor Ransom and two or three other
age are literally the hope of the
members of the faculty will be edi
i
world.
tors along with five or six critics
Kenyon has always aspired to
living elsewhere in this country and
GORDON KEITH CHALMERS
excellence; amidst the vicissitudes of
abroad. The Review will pay con
President, Kenyon College
these days and the threats of vio
tributors and is expected to provide
in the College one more occasion for the give and
lence, it is especially important that Kenyon, with its
take of ideas.
humane and scientific tradition and its strong concern
Incidental to the academic changes in the College
with religion, do its job superbly well. For the past
which have been designed to make scholarship more
few years changes have been at work in the college
inviting and to quicken its pace, many small things
to improve its resources in instruction and its facilities
are being done so that an already attractive collegiate
for recreation. During that time the academic stand
life will be more attractive still. The moving pictures
ards have slowly been rising. Admission to the college,
were a step in this direction. The new music room
also, is based on keener competition than before. Last
in Peirce Hall will also provide a valuable kind of
year the largest scholarships were made competitive,
recreation. The committees in charge of moving pic
and sixty-one candidates for the freshman class wrote
tures and music are composed of students as well as
examinations for five Kenyon Prize Scholarships; nine
faculty.
men submitted manuscripts and published work for
The improved track and the new squash courts
three Literary Prizes. General examinations were in
provide a small addition to our athletic facilities, but
troduced in 1937 to provide seniors an occasion to draw
we shall not be well-equipped until we have a field
together their knowledge so that they may see it con
house and new playing fields. On the non-athletic
tinuous and interactive. In 1936-37 the faculty num
side
I hope some day we may have a theatre. Also,
bered thirty-seven. Today it numbers thirty-nine.
we
need
more space for reading books—more space in
Four of the positions which formerly were assistantthe
dormitories
and more space in the library, privacy
ships or instructorships are now assistant or associate
and
quiet
being
necessary to thought and thoughtful
professorships. The number of students remains the
talk. Some day we should have in Gambier a lively
same; so each student has greater opportunity to con
book store for the new books published and the re
sult senior members of the faculty.
issues of the old. I hope also that we may get re
Honours Work, begun four years ago, is designed
sources to provide more visits of scholars, scientists,
to give the forceful student a chance to go beyond the
publicists and artists at times when the College not
limits of formal courses. Kenyon men who have won
(Continued on page 20)
the degree with honours have clearly been benefited
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Two Poems:
SEASONAL
Full of nasty growlings in her belly,
Banked once, twirled twice, and glided
Down deeper in the cubic void, the fly,
Torpid with biological female burdens.
Not philosopher enough to notice
The absurd amusement, plane laughter
Of the rose wallpaper,
Who sensed the proximity of winter
In the rude, dry cracking
Of the superannuated third layer
(which was green), its glue,
Who knew
The folly of such functions now
Being too late (they are unavoidable),
Laughed anyhow.
Nor was able quite to control
Its inexcusable delight
When the heavy fly — sick —
Settled down on the shrewd morass
And strove the hard condition,
Whirled the wings and yielded,
When that time came,
The next sad, doomed, generation
To the pale glue
On paper, contrived in cunning, rolled.

PRAYER
God guard you, girl,—for me.
I love you; love lacks power
(in its blind way) to see
And ward the wailing hour.
And, Laura, pray for me!
Not that it will avail
An actuality;
I like to term it bail,
Your pious praying,
For while it binds you not,
This priestly lot,
It will keep you from straying.
—David McDowell

10

HIKA for

Pound On Education
Rapallo
2 Sept. anno XVI

Christ. Hollis' "Two Nations"
Mc N. Wilson's "Promise to Pay"
Mont.

A country which does not SUPPORT its best
writers is a mere barbarian dunghill.
Yr/ note shows inadequate realization of two
facts:

Butchart's

"Money,"

a

collection

of

thought of English writers on this subject during
the past 300 years—
No course is preparatory to life in our time if it
omit clear presentation of the Canonist idea of

1. I have my rent to obtain.

the JUST PRICE, and of the modern appercep

2. I have not given up all intention of original

tions of that idea in particular theorists and ob

composition, and I have legitimate curiosities

servers, such as Proudhon, Gesell and Douglas

which take TIME to satisfy, e.g; re/ Chinese

(C.H.). I do not say the Prof, should teach any

ideogram and the form of musical composition

of these as dogma or even advocate any of them

(and/or compositions, by Vivaldi, Porpora and

as theory but the student should know WHAT

others, say even re/ Rossini's orchestration.)

infamies and superstitions of

I have no right to describe formally and fully the

epoch have caused the combats in Proudhon,

defects of American universities without first

Gesell, and Douglas, and what perception of age-

making a tour of inspection. I have heard of ad

known facts and relation re-emerge in their writ

mirable attempts to reform certain curricula. I

ings. No course is adequate if it omit knowledge

can however state that a RESPECTABLE uni
versity wd/ include certain specific and certain
more general elements in its teaching.
VIZ.
1. A decent university wd/ consider the AIM of
its existence. This, I take it, is to prepare the
student to live IN the social order, and, where
that social order is pustulent to ameliorate it. But
in its relation TO the student, a University or
College is vile if it do not sharpen the student's
perception of the state, nation, social order as it
exists at the date of the student's entrance to and
issue from college.
To the best of my knowledge, economic courses
m the U. S. are either false or out of date.

No economics course is decent and timely if it,

the mercantilist

of the Charters of Labour, Italian and Spanish,
and Rossoni's work in the dept. of agriculture.
In teaching American HISTORY the univer
sities have not caught up with W. E. Woodward
and Claude Bowers. They do NOT introduce the
student efficiently and sufficiently to the thought
and KNOWLEDGE of John Adams, Jefferson,
and Martin Van Buren.
In literature the colleges are BAD because they
do not use my text books (or some equivalent.)
(Ten cents reward to any bright freshman or
UNIv. President who will indicate an equivalent.)
The real educator is the man who arouses your
CURIOSITY.
yours

in 1938, fail to acquaint the student with the
facts and ideas contained in
October 1938

Ezra Pound.
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HIKA for

Oiscussiow
The New Hika

(EDITOR'S NOTE: Hika owes this fine Editorial to David W. Jasper '38 who carried
the duties of Editor for two years in commendable fashion).

There are a lot of people whose personalities are
called "subjective," whose thoughts are full of their
own selves or the things they hold dear. Their ob
servations upon life about them are made to have
unusually sharp personal significance, and are ac
companied by abnormally severe emotional reactions.
In fact so severe are the emotional reactions that the
objects which stimulate them are largely ignored. The
emotions become most important as the objects of
thought. Poets, conquerors and in fact most of the
great thinkers are and have been of that character.
Psychiatrists like to get hold of this type, because they
can show that when asked to speak the first word
that comes to mind after hearing the word "cat," these
people will give the names of their own dogs, "Duke,"
"Trippie," or "Bimsie" instead of just saying "dog" as
people with objective personalities do. Their associa
tions do not run direct courses, but detour and pass
through the influence of their egos before completion.

But it has become increasingly plain that the authority of college students as instructors to their col
leagues is and will doubtless remain at a minimum.
The staff used to spend considerable time speculating
on the reason for the preponderance of collegiate hu
mor magazines over literary magazines and collegiate
publications with any pretense of serious thought
whatsoever. It was not enough to say that college
authors could write better jokes than purposeful ar
ticles and stories because, Heaven knows, most college
jokebooks are terrible, unoriginal and altogether emp
ty of healthy ideas. It seemed to them that college
authors lacked confidence in the weight their serious
efforts carried with the reader. College students as a
whole seemed burdened with ideas which they found
somehow inexpressible without making themselves ap
pear naive and ridiculous, yet those ideas were what
they invariably found themselves putting on paper
when asked to write in a serious vein. Every sentence
with a hint of moral or truism in it carried up a pic
ture of a downy-faced author, sheepish and apologetic
for presuming to state even the truth too self-righteously or boldly. As college students, they were imbued
with a modest impulse to modify every assertion they
made with "more or less" or "I guess," otherwise they
felt in themselves the same sheepishness they sus
pected in the silly moralizing authors they laughed at
in other collegiate magazines and papers. It is difficult
to emphasize sufficiently the scorn in which Kenyon
students hold a moralizing youngster.

But not all of these people are poets, conquerors
or great thinkers. Most of them are to all appearances
just average citizens, whose childhoods have been un
usually trying and stormy because their parents criti
cized them too harshly for some trifling misconduct,
as lying, stealing, displaying bad manners in distin
guished company, or going to bed in clean sheets with
muddy feet. Some of them are are the editors, past
and present, of HIKA, whose egos have been illumined
or even supplanted by the conception of a truly ex
cellent and satisfactory magazine. These latter are the
ones who, when asked to speak the first word that
ccmes to mind after hearing their own names, will say
"HIKA," SO thoroughly have they identified them
selves with the good book. These latter, after being
criticized for their petty failures for some time, at
length even believe themselves that something is all
wrong, so in imitation of their critics they turn upon
themselves as critics also, hoping to beat the punch
to themselves.

Rather than relinquish the noble intention of being
worthwhile, the editors and the staff sacrificed their
own pride, and on occasion the magazine as well, by
printing material that was manifestly second-rate, but
above all seriously conceived. The reader, made chari
table by the excellent intention of the editors, tried
to swallow the stuff and allowed the editors' good in
tention to pave their way to Hell, where they have
resided for some time.

Today to yield to popular taste or dare to try to
elevate it, has constantly been the problem and the
question. Since HIKA appears but once a month, the
editors have always bent their preference toward stur
dier and more informative reading matter. This policy
has been supported, in the editors' minds, by the re
collection that successive issues of the magazine have
never appeared so closely on the heels of the last that
her readers have been engulfed. HIKA should be sub
stantially serious, sensible rather than nonsensical, and
°n occasion be so exceptional of college magazines as
to be modestly instructive.

But that has been changed now. With commendable
industry and an ambitious courage that the former
editor confesses he never had, the present editor has
successfully obtained contributions and advice from
professional writers and outstanding public figures
of the day. The new HIKA outstrips the ambitions any
of its past editors had for it. Its serious purpose re
mains the same, but more capable authors represent
them. The editors have not been obliged to conclude
that Kenyon students are totally averse to serious
thinking, and on the whole everyone's illusions are
preserved.
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Two Poems:

IN THE PARK
Unlucky tabloid eyes forc'd
To contemplative love gathered in city,
Beyond the busses' interrogative
Tour, in the trafficked landside.
Gathered on the wet-steps, forc'd
Where the park-lake rubs gently at its jetty,
By sun, the pigeons come, interpretive
Together, to the warm sandside.
Debility of dawn forc'd
Gently through wet leaves by my sleepy pity,
Sensing the pathetic interruptive
Fallacy of the bandside.

M

L'ETE INDIEN
We'll to the woods then, seeing there ourselves,
The aged moth and its flower in the cool fall,
Or, bruised leaves falling in clement weather;
We shall be happy, or, we shall not be sad.
I

My cyclist brain lunges from its track,
Parting the thick hedges, lying on its side,
Because of the soundtrack, speechless beside the
view,
Where none may talk, or, talking see the view.
What if the wood is damp, dry, spongy, or rustling
As it ought now to the foot; none can spy,
Worth telling, what they see. Let us go
And take our chances, for we shall not be sad.
—John Nerber
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Tennis At Kenyon
Bruce Barnes,—National Open Champion
THE KENYON COLLEGE Tennis Team of 1938,
possesses confidence and competitive spirit, two im
which I had the pleasure of coaching, was not only
portant factors so necessary in the make-up of a cham
victorious in every college match played, but climaxed
pion.
the end of the season by winning the National Team
To build up a sound game a player should concen
Championship of the United States at the Merion
trate on his ground shots, consisting of the standard
forehand and backhand; he should also use the eastern
Cricket Club at Merion, Pa.
grips
which are more natural, effective and less tiring.
This feat proved the contention of many critics that
Fundamentally, McNeill plays a forcing game, hit
the Kenyon Tennis Team is without a doubt the best
ting with severity and taking the net at every oppor
college team in the country.
tunity. His volleying
The defeat of Don
is fair, but not com
McNeill, Ohio Con
parable to the rest of
ference Champion
his game. I consider
and the number one
his volleying the only
man at Kenyon, in
major weakness in
first round of the Na
M
his game, but I be
tional Intercollegiate
lieve that with more
Championship, was
mIs
practise it can be im
an unlooked-for surproved.
prise, but Morey
V
The only other
Lewis, teammate and
criticism I can make
doubles partner of
of McNeill's game is
McNeill, and unseed
his constantly aggres
ed in the tourna
sive type of game
ment, more than
,
I
and his lack of a
made up this loss by
suitable defense tech
playing magnificent
nique which every
tennis during the en
player should have
tire week and gain
in reserve. If and
ing the final round
when
McNeill overagainst Guernsey of
is*. -4
I
comes these two
Rice.
is
weaknesses, he will
McNeill and Lew
become one of the
is paired together in
top-ranking players
in the doubles and,
of the world, if not the greatest. I predict a great
playing beautiful tennis, vanquished all opposition
future for McNeill, and his trail should leave behind
to go into the finals against a very powerful Southern
many laurels for Kenyon College.
California team, composed of Joe Hunt and Lewis
Anyone speaking or writing of tennis at Kenyon
Wetherell.
should not overlook a young member of the team
The students of Kenyon College, the faculty, and
whose name should go down in Kenyon's hall of fame.
alumni are more than proud to extend their congratu
He is none other than our own Morey Lewis.
lations to these two young men who displayed such
Unknown and unheralded before the Intercollegiate
brilliant tennis and sportsmanship during the week of
Championships, Lewis entered and fought his way
the National Intercollegiate Championship.
through to the finals in both singles and doubles in
In describing McNeill's game, I want to point out
one of the hardest fought tournaments held in the
that every great player has individual characteristics,
country.
or possibly an unorthodox style, which, though very
His success and brilliant play was due to the con
effective, is his own particular genius and should not
centration on different shots which he practised daily
be copied by young players wishing to improve their
this past spring. Lewis is a very heady player and
game. An example of this is McNeill's backhand
makes
the best use of his shot repertoire, taking ad
which is his own original peculiarity and helps to
vantage
of the strong points of his game. He takes
create his style. But should anyone try to copy this
the
net
at
every opportunity and is one of the best
stroke, it would likely prove not only unsuccessful, but
volleyers
in
the game today. His overhead smash is
disastrous. With the exception of his backhand, Mc
one
of
his
best
weapons. He has a fighting spirit which
Neill has a very sound and aggressive game and is
makes him a dangerous opponent even when losing.
without question future Davis Cup material, as he
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WHAT A GRAND VIEW/ WE CAN
SEE EVERYTHING FROM CANADA
TO THE ATLANTIC OCEAN SPREAD
OUT LIKE ONE BIG MAP

THE FRONT OF THE ENGINE'S
BROKEN DOWN
Ml>.J]f ~ HA/ HA/ DON'T WORRYWMg- IT'S BUILT ON AN ANGLE TO
1WmSL KEEP THE BOILER LEVEL ON
THE STEEP MOUNTAIN
GRADES. THE CAR SEATS
ARE ON AN ANGLE TOO
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|TRAI LE R "TRIP AT MT. WASHINGTON, N.H.
GOSH, THAT MOUNTAIN LOOKS
HIGH -I'M GLAD WE'RE GOING TO
RIDE UP ON THE COG RAILWAY f
YES, IT'S NEW ENGLAND'S HIGHEST
PEAK. WE OUGHT TO GET A WONDERFUL
VIEW UP THERE/ _________
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WHY NO, I DON'T THE
(
TOBACCO I USE GIVES THE -AL
8^0!!^
ALBERl:
I^KE^yWHERE
iMUnt MNj^VVHbHb. ,
EH?ALOTOFMY

s FRIENDS SMOKE P.A.
I'VE BEEN MEAN
ING TO TRY IT. MIND
IF I BORROW SOME?
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M-MM-SA-A-Y*
J DON'T THANK ME
PRINCE ALBERT SMOKES
THANK THE PA
GRAND, ALL RIGHT/
FOLKS FOR TAKING
OUT THE BITE,
BY GOLLY, IMAGINE A
EVEN THOUGH
TOBACCO BEING SO
THEY USE BETTER
TASTY, YET SO COOL
TOBACCO TO BEGIN
AND FREE FROM BITE.
WITH
THANKS/
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1* / I'M TELLING YOU PRINCE K
1
'• ( ALBERT PUTS NEW JOY IN
i
ANY
PIPE.
IT
CAKES
THE
PIPE
jml ? RIGHT, SMOKES EXTRA RICH
r V AND MELLOW. THERE'S NO
TONGUE-BITE EITHER/ r
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YES, WE'RE
FORTUNATE TO HAVE
SUCH FINE, CLEAR
_ WEATHER ,

ISN'T IT AMAZING, THE
VIEW VOU GET FROM'WAY UP
HERE?
YES. DO YOU
NOTICE ANY
DIFFERENCE IN
THE WAY YOUR
PIPE SMOKES
, AT THIS
_

SO
MILD!

Copyright, 1938, R.J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.

P. A. MONEY-BACK OFFER. Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don't find it the mellowest,
tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the
pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at
any time within a month from this date, and we will
refund full purchase price, plus postage. (Signed)
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N.C>

Contributors
(Continued from page 2)
ROBERT T. S. LOWELL reviews Professor John
Crowe Ransom's collection of essays, The World's
Body. Mr. Ransom considers him an excellent critic,
so we know everyone will be satisfied. Mr. Lowell is
Associate Editor of HIKA, and we may look forward
to more of his work.
JOHN NERBER — Douglass House — is now in
his third year of college. A contributor to HIKA from
last year, we hope to have more of his stuff later in
the year.

DISCUSSION
(Continued from page 13)

Guests
In each of our future issues, it will be our policy
to have a guest contributor of current interest or
promise. We hope to have others of the calibre of Mr.
Pound; however we want also to publish some of the
works of young writers whose reputations are in the
16

50

pipefuls of fragrant tobacco in
every 2-oz. tin of Prince Albert

making, as well as that of men whose fame is already
established.
We will welcome any suggestions for guest con
tributors, and we will endeavor to secure some of the
work of those men who seem to fulfill the require
ments of general interest to all Kenyon men and the
standards set by the editorial staff.

Editorial Policy
As you have probably noticed, this department is
no longer termed The Editor's Page. We feel that it
should be a more general and exciting place for com
ment and discussion than it has been in the past, or
indeed, than one man's opinion could ever be. Conse
quently, Discussion is open to all members of the
HIKA staff and will be composed of editorials or com
ments from them. There will be no names signed, and
the editors will endeavor to keep the discussion on a
philosophical rather than on a controversial plane.
However, it is our wish that the readers will write to
the editor, or members of the staff, and suggest points
for discussion. It will be on this page that the editorial
policy is explained, and questions or criticisms in re
gard to it will be welcomed. Address the Editor, HIKA.
HIKA for
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BOOKS
THE WORLD'S BODY, by John Crowe Ransom, pub
lished by Scribners & Sons, New York, April 1938.
$2.75.
We should tell the reader of HIKA that we have
written this article on "The World's Body" because we
believe the subject to have local bearing. The author,
his principles, and his students are misunderstood and
anomalous on this campus. Writing for a college pub
lication we should endeavor to explain ourselves. Be
cause our matter may presuppose the vicarious famili
arity and, at least hostile, curiosity of its audience; we
shall perform not so much as a reviewer as an exposi
tor. On this occasion a presentation is of more moment
than an evaluation. This presentation might begin to
clear things.
"The World's Body" has further importance. We
demand of education that it enable us to distinguish
the actual from the specious. Particularly, it should
do this for our own lives. Art is a daily and indefinite
experience. Nickel magazines, movies, and radio pro
grams are art forms, but their makers have indolent
eyes and imitate life badly. An educated man should
see this, and doubtless would if he were not forstalled
by the difficulties of artistic technique. Mr. Ransom
does not explain the difficulties of modern poetry. He
attempts to establish the causes which make such
poetry necessary, and to indicate how the criteria of
a just judgment must be exacting. He deals with
aesthetics, the arts and particular poetry. I shall pro
ceed roughly in this order.
"The World's Body" is philosophical, and its scaf
folding is to be found in its application of particulars.
Traditionally, particulars are opposed to abstractions
to use a more platonic terminology, essences. The
particular is composed of contingencies that can
not be categorically anatomized. Graphs and sta
tistics cannot supplant the human man. The esti
mate of an assessor can never realize the individual
object, rich in peculiar associations. Parents, cousins,
friends, furniture, and familiar clothing are luxuries.
Love, society, and self-indulgence depend upon luxury,
an auctioneer barters and burlesques what the scien
tist necessarily disregards. For the scientist is the
supreme idealist and his classification of particulars
can only determine the universal, the skeleton without
its exuberant flesh.
Proudly we declare that common and quotidian
experience is beneath the grace of art. Nevertheless
the arts, alone among abstractions, preserve this senti
mental residue. Art, according to Aristotle, is imita
tive of nature. Instinctively man tries to make like
nesses. This is a human characteristic. Imitations
cannot be utilized. Imitations cannot be simplified to
October 1938

elemental ideals or elemental morality. Art tampers
with nature to present it in its fullness, but does not
transcend it. The reader of poetry is not educated or
rarified. Certain sympathetic enthusiasms, useless in
ordinary life, are satisfied. These vary from matricide
to the contemplation of flowers.
The organizer of an
efficient polity wants his citizens to exhaust their
abundance on art forms or sham battles with football
or cestos.
An art-image, particularly in the case of poetry, is a
method of cognition. Experience is probed and un
derstood by means of images. A photograph is a
topographical chart which senses nothing, and of ne
cessity refuses any sensation to its audience. The psy
chologist, however, is deluded in urging that art pur
poses to stir up innumerable sensations. The neuro
logical stimuli which are attributed to poetry with an
almost laboratory terminology, unsubstantiated by ob
servation, are fabulous. We do know that the im
pact of a poem is remarkably complex, and that it is
a form of knowledge.
Its knowledge is of particulars. Art does not, as
some philosophers have argued, yield us insight into
the universals: the good, the beautiful, the true; any
more than it yields us the baser, but more practical
generalities of science. Art is our only abstraction
dedicated to the preservation of nature, — not its
amenability to induction. Artists, because they must
render what they see, remember, or imagine, are the
fullest materialists.
Because we are mortal, and because science is
powerless to preserve anything of life, poetry always
reaches backward, imitating what is spent. The limited
potentialities of our material progress vehemently em
phasize our continual loss. The constant function of
poetry is recovery by means of dramatization. This
dramatization is actual in terms of an assumed fiction.
This fiction, by means of metric and innumerable con
ventions, is visably removed from natural reality.
Fiction is the sine qua non of articulation. The subtility of games and manners is due to fiction. The con
ditions of boxing and poetry are alike in their artifici
ality. The good poet demonstrates intimacy and agility
in his elected drama.
Poetry is constituted of things and ideas, irrational
nature and science. Ideal poetry might be ruthless
dialectic or a rhymed catalogue. Actually it is not.
It is personified, inwrought, and emphasized by simile
and illustration. Sometimes it is allegorical, and its
fictitious figures are everywhere translatable into ideas.
Being scientific, such poetry must fall short of the
fullness of reality. It is a meagre instrument of knowl
edge or imitation. Often the science is elementary,
17

but rigged out in images. Physical poetry is valuable
because it is concrete and new. Two varieties are
imagist and pure poetry, Imagist would present the
particular in all its contigencies, and actually is, in
varying degrees, artificial, filled with submerged intentions of its author. Pure poetry presents fanciful
fictions in objective forms, and religiously avoids moral
application and generality. Metaphysical poetry makes
the miraculous explicit: epically, Christ or heroic
actors; lyrically, the agony of departing lovers. Christ
is not reducible to the good, or to modesty. He is an
ejaculation of nature decently vested in an inseparable
humanity. If the tears seem to have a cosmic import
ance, blotting out all else, becoming a flood which de
stroys the whole world, destroying at last the lovers
themselves, such poetry substantiates its hypothesis.
It preserves the richness of particulars, and can, as in
the great religions, make explicit the most supernatural
reality, God.
Since the Renaissance all things have specialized.
An increasingly individual seclusion reigns — pure
science and pure religion, laissez faire in business.
Ousted from these sociable domiciles, poetry, also
has grown snobbish and exclusive. Imitation should
not be sententious, should not be propaganda. Sensa
tions: sunlight spider-legging on water, the commo
tion of trees and traffic in a city park, etc., are in them
selves sufficient for imitation. Obscure poetry sub
merges our rationalizations of lust, boredom, ease,
and so forth in imagery, dramatizations never quite
uttering their significance. Along with competent
science, genuine poetry has become specialized and
highly technical. Popular poetry is as worthless as
popular science. Probably neither true science nor
true poetry is, in any understandable manner, pro
gressive. Nevertheless, both must be practiced in
sympathy with contemporary exigencies—for a con
temporary market. The market for art is considerable,
It is not, however, opulent or, in an old sense, wide
spread. Unlike serviceable science, art cannot be ap
plied for profit.
The cultured experience of the poet has never been
naive, but today the convergence of many factors
elaborates this experience; civilization with its special
ized sciences. Primitive poetry cannot represent any
thing very important in this age. Simple poetry is in
sensitive to its environment, and tends to be lifeless.
Our best and typical poetry is characterized by its
strenuous, alexandrian complexity. Alexandrians are
circuitous; they are needfully so. Passions and aesthet
ic delights are more difficult than those of our fore
fathers. Their usual conversation is polysyllabic. Their
Alexandrian sensibilities register a reality articulating
specialization, scientific knowledge, and scientific appli
ance. Knowledge has grown instinctive, forming and
scenting our reactions and actions. We have been
described as "having carried knowledge to the heart."
This has perhaps happened before, but our knowledge
Robert T. S. Lowell
is very novel.
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OLD HAVEN. By David Cornel DeJong. Houghton
Mifflin. $2.50.
"This novel is not so much the story of the life that
certain characters lead as it is the stuff itself from
which all life is made." Or should I begin over and
say, "This is a great novel. It's big in size, containing
over 500 pages, and it's great big in what it has to say."
Anyway, omnivorous readers should read it, and will
read it, and the work of David Cornel DeJong will be
devoured and forgotten by them. Before all this, of
course, his publishers will advertise the book as mag
nificent, will print nice things about him on his book
on the front flap and on the back flap, and will apolo
gize for this being a first novel.
DeJong will be unhappy over this kind response,
primarily because he must know that he has done
some artful writing, which will be recognized and
appreciated by too few; and secondarily because the
critics will decry the presence and absence of things
in the book which matter very little to the writer,
and these critics will not touch upon the faults that
he must know are in the composition of "Old Haven."
The obvious and the predictable are all over the
book. Once the opinionated grandmother says to DeJong's young hero, "Don't you ever go to America.
You see what fools go there. Only fools go there." And
little Tjerk says (fervently), "I'll never go to Ameri
ca." From there out the reader awaits Tjerk Mellema's
departure for America. But this obvious irony may
come from the same place in the author's brain as
does the most charming quality found in his writing.
We'll come to that later.
In these first two parts of "Old Haven" DeJong
does little more for his characters than just to list
them and to reveal the blood relationship to one an
other. There is no direct impression made. From the
child Tjerk we learn that of his four maiden aunts his
"Aunt Reinou is a brown hawk, Aunt Jacoba a tired
sea gull, Aunt Berendine a blue dove, and Aunt Sibbel
is a magpie, but not mischievous." And we must take
his word for it, for we see the sisters only at the family
gatherings and in church. It may be the author's idea,
however, that since his hero is a child during these
chapters, the characters should not be explained to a
degree beyond his understanding.
For in Parts III and IV DeJong's men and women
show themselves as individuals and often very hu
manly break away from the category in which he has
placed them. And that winsome boy Klass, who first
appears in Part III can be put into no category. The
reader is never quite certain of how sinister or how
innocent is this younger brother of Tjerk. The author
simply gives us this enigmatic youth who loves to
make trouble between the old folk and he says to us,
you make out of him what you can. If you believe,
with the old fisherwomen, that the caul over his face
at birth meant that he was destined by supernatural
powers to be cne of evil, then do so and give heed to
all the warnings that these old witches give and take
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as seriously as you please all the lore of the Dutch
fisher folk of the North Sea. But if you do not believe,
says DeJong, notice how logically Klass has been led
into the evil ways by the fisher wives in order that
their prophecies shall be fulfilled, and notice how he
uses an inherited cleverness to beguile the good elders
and the pretty girls of the town.
This Klass personifies the most charming quality
found in the writing of David Cornel DeJong. DeJong
has a feeling for the mystic and the ability to make
it as exciting to his readers as it evidently is to himself.
But this is not all he knows about the writing of fic
tion. His book is a series of effects gained by contrasts.
Klass, wild and exotic, is made to seem the more so
because he is cast among the bourgeoise of a drab
Dutch village, because he is the brother of the con
scientious hero, Tjerk. He seems the more capricious,
his position the more impossible in the village, his
suicide the more logical end for him because he is in
the same novel with his Aunt Berendine, who is the
certain type, the cautious, taking what she chooses
from what her life offers her, trying to take no more,
in the end finding contentment with a widower and
his four children.
Peter Hillsman Taylor

Robert Brown

(Continued from page 9)
only may hear them but also may talk with them at
leisure. The health service is being improved this
year. Though men are well and graciously cared for
at the Mercy Hospital, we shall not be wholly satisfied
with the care of the sick men until we have an in
firmary.
Our situation on the Hill and the healthy life of
the college year is all ours to enjoy. Its purpose is to
make possible a special keenness of thought and de
tachment sufficient for reflection. The nation can well
afford to support a college which does indeed give men
scholarly tastes and skill in reasoning. Nothing is
needed more, even amidst scarcity and economic dis
order. But the final proof of Kenyon's worthiness
lies with the students. Here is a wonderful chance
for discovery, for seeing at first hand the ideas which
have made civilization, for breaking down physical
processes into their elements, for acquiring skill in
analysis and expression, and for making friends under
circumstances which can give friendship a special
meaning.
Let the Kenyon graduate be a man of acumen, one
who has met many men in history, who has taken
possession of a few important ideas and is conversant
with many more; let him study religion and practice
it; when he is graduated let him be determined as well
as able to play his part in the world with discernment
and courtesy. Important responsibilities await such
men. These are the days for making ready, for storing
the memory and mastering the skill.
HIKA for

Futility
By Hugh R. Lawrence
comfortable circumstances for the remainder of his
The man with a tired look slumped on the green
days. But, the loose, carefree life that he had become
lawn which bordered the driveway leading to the big
accustomed to had eaten into his hastily constructed
house. In the shade of an ancient linden, he removed
budget, and he had gone into debt. To clear himself,
a pair of dusty, road-scarred shoes from stockingless
he'd cashed in his principal, but in a year that had
feet, pillowed his head on a coat as decrepit as his
disappeared — where, he knew not.
shoes, and with a sigh of contentment, reclined on his
grassy couch.
Having no relatives to fall back on, he had bor
It was a hot summer day, so hot, that even in late
rowed more money, but soon all his credit had been
afternoon, the heat arose in shimmering waves from
exhausted; he had had to leave town. From that day
the black tarvia coating of the road. There being no
to this he'd been a "gentleman of the road," a shiftless
breeze to disturb them, mosquitoes buzzed around the
bum. He couldn't hold any job; he kept living in the
man's head. For a while he brushed ineffectively at
past, thinking over all the good times he had had, de
them, but finally resigned himself to their annoying
veloping a state of self-pity. His own indolence, en
attentions. From behind the residence at the head of
couraged by his foolish parents, plus a rationalized
the driveway came the joyous shrieks of children,
pity for himself had defeated his only chance to make
breaking the sultry closeness of the afternoon. Oc
good.
casional motorists flew by, their passing punctuating
Once he'd tried clerking in a grocery store, but
the oppressive silence.
he'd been fired at the end of three days; he'd worked,
As he lay there, watching the sun's intense stream
too, at manual labor, but his physical condition
ers filter through the outer leaves and cast many little
couldn't stand it. So here he was, with no interest in
shadows on the cool green turf, he lost himself in his
life; a man without a hope. Still, how he wished he
thoughts. Where would he be now if his parents had
could retrace his steps! How he. . ."O but what was
not spoiled him? Would he be here. . . .broke, un
the use? If wishes were horses. ... So he would plug
kempt, disreputable? Or would he be on vacation from
along, eking out a bare existence, trusting that some
a steady job, basking in the sun at some resort?
day he would again find himself. . .if there were a
God! If only he had been made to work after he
place for him in the world.
had flunked out of State! Then, by now, he might have
A small voice startled him
been married, have had children, be well on his way
"Who are are you?"
towards success. But what was the use of going on?
It was a little boy, about six, coolly dressed in a
He was nothing but a miserable failure, a parasite
white sailor suit. He had just run out of the driveway,
on society.
chasing a ball.
"Me? Oh, I'm just. . .just a man."
He rolled over on his side, swatted a persistent
"What are you doing?"
mosquito on his bare arm. How he wished he could
"Hm. .m. .m. Just. . .just resting."
relive his earlier life. Then what a difference there
"Where do you live?"
would be in him now! Of course, really it had all been
"Well. . .well. . .anywhere."
his fault, but if he had had any spark of innate ambition
"Why
don't you wash?"
at the time, over-indulgent parents had erased it! At
"I
do!"
college, he hadn't even tried—that much he admitted:
"Your face and hands are awfully dirty, and your
he had spent all his time with the bottle, cheap women,
hair
is very long. Nurse says that only bad men look
and his bed. He'd been weak, he'd had no backbone,
like
that.
Are you a bad man?"
no fight. When he'd found himself slipping, he'd not
,o, I'm not a bad man. I get dirty from
"No.
.o.
fought back, he'd merely accepted the inevitable.
walking
all
day."
After he did get through his first year, by cribbing
"Did you really walk all day? Maybe that's why
on the finals, his overjoyed parents had given him a
you
have those holes in your shoes. And you do look
car. That finished him, for even with carefully pre
awfully
tired! Come on into the garden and I'll ask
pared cribs, he had flunked out at the end of the first
Nurse
to
wash you up. Then you can rest in the ham
quarter. Then, the real tragedy happened. Instead of
mock,
and
I'll get you some lemonade."
treating him as a hopeless failure, and immediately
"Oh,
no.
Thank you little man. You're a regular
forcing a laboring job on him, his mother had molly
fellow,
but
I
wouldn't want to trouble your nurse."
coddled him, welcomed him home as a prodigal son;
"Oh,
that's
all right, she'd like to help you, 'cause
his father had "killed the fatted calf" by encouraging
you're
not
a
bad
man."
him in his lazy, indolent idea of writing for a living.
"What's
your
name,
Sonny?"
So, for three years he had lived at home as on a vaca
"Mother
and
Nurse
call
me Mathew, but my Daddy
tion: pocket money, car, and—no work.
calls
me
Spike.
I
think
Mathew's
a sissy's name, don't
Then, fate took a hand. Both his parents had been
you?"
killed in an automobile accident, leaving him in very
21
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Mt. Vernon

"Well, I like Spike better."
"So, do I. And I like my Daddy best too. . .But
come on, let's go find Nurse. Aw, come on. You said
you would!"
"Mathew. . .Mathew. . . .Mathew Holmes! What do
you mean by running off like this! You should be
ashamed of yourself!
Who's this?"
"This is my new friend, Nurse. He's not a bad man.
He's awfully tired! He's been walking all. . . ."
"Huh? He's nothing but a worthless beggar! Go
along with you! Go on. . . or I'll have you arrested
for trespassing! Go on now. Hurry!"
The man with a tired look smiled at the little boy,
now firmly grasping his nurse's hand, and slowly laced
up his shoes.
"Will you promise me something, old fella?"
The little man nodded.
"When you grow up. . .be. .be a real man!" The
man picked up his coat and stepped out into the sun
light. Stooped forward, as though he carried a burden
on his shoulders, he trudged down the hot, dusty
road

The Lady Is Civilized
(Continued from page 8)
The sheriff's robust voice was commanding again.
He stood in the doorway to Sana's bedroom shining
his white light in their black faces. Ernest stepped in
the doorway beside him and shone his light on the
piteous couple.
Jake was propped up on his elbows and the white
sheet had slipped down and exposed his broad, black,
hairy chest. The muscle in his big left arm quivered
and he chewed on the right side of his lower lip.
Sana lay on her stomach hugging Jake's left arm.
Her face was hidden in the pillow. She was crying and
praying softly and monotonously. Ernest thought she
sounded like his Catholic grandmother the day she
died. He could not hear what she was mumbling, but
he knew she was praying.
"I reckon maybe y'all better get somethin' on and
come along with me," the sheriff said casually.
Sana looked around over her brown shoulder at the
blinding light. She could not see who was with the
sheriff. He handed Ernest his pistol, went over and
dragged her from her bed with Jake and wrapped a
dirty wool kimono around her.
"Ernest, you bring Jake, will you?" he said.
The face of Sana Thomas had been fixed and re
signed. But when she heard the name "Ernest" every
muscle in it seemed to break loose and she broke loose
from the tall white man and ran toward her master.
The sheriff did not understand her move. He followed
her and held her arms behind her while she screamed
up into Ernest's face.
"Mist' Ernest, I ain't a bad nigger. You know that.
Jake and me had to have each other. We just had to.
White folks don't know what that means. But honest
to Gord we did—we had to. Irv wouldn't let us. He
said he'd kill us if he found us together—and he would
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'ave. So we killed him with that ax and tried to burn
him, but we couldn't so we buried him out there!"
She looked out the back window and saw the flash
lights of two of the men in the cotton patch.
Ernest motioned to the sheriff to let her arms go.
"It was us or him, Mist' Ernest! Jake and me was
gonna have each other. We had to."
Ernest looked into her big twitching eyes. "What do
you want me to do, Sana?"
"Deefend us! Don't let 'em hang us," she screamed,
and she took hold of his left sleeve.
The sheriff smiled and told Jake to get his clothes
on. Ernest looked out into the hall. One of the other
men had come in and lit the kerosene lamp. Ernest
looked at the picture of Judas Iscariot selling out and
at that of the woman taken in adultry being forgiven.
Beatrice didn't go to the trial at all. But of course
there was so much talk about it that she knew every
thing that went on, though Ernest would never discuss
it after her begging him not to take the case. Her
friends would come to her and ask why her husband
had defended that low-down pair. Beatrice would gos
sip with them about it and say she didn't understand
it and say what a good nigger Irvin had been. Most
of the women were indignant and said that Ernest was
almost condemning all of the virtuous black and white
women in the town, that it was really a reflection on
Beatrice. But Beatrice only smiled vaguely and said
she didn't think it was that serious and that Ernest had
just gotten interested in the case was all.
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